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felt his hand loosen as though to ré

llunuu her own,  The Nttle girl looked
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CHAPTER |.
The Ray of Sunlight.

Just as the ruys of the afternoon
«in hesitated to enter the open door

{ Joseph Stagg's hardware store in |
Sunrise Cove and Ungered on the sill, |
w0 the lttle girl In the blaek frock |
end hat, with twin bralds of sunshing |
halr on her shoulders, Lovered at the
viotrancs of the dim and dusty place,

She enrried a satehel In one hand, |
while the fngers of the other were
hooked into the rivel-studded collar of |
1 mottled, homely mongrel dog.

“Oh, dear me, Prince!" sighed the
ittle girl, “this must be the place,
wWe'll Just hove to go In. Of course 1
know ho must be a niee man ; but he's
such a stranger.”

Her feet fultered over the door sill
and paced slowly down the shop bes
tween long counters, She saw no clerk,

At the back of the shop was a small
office closed In with grimy windows,
The uncertsin visitor and her cunlne
companion saw the shadowy figure of
4 man Inside the office, sittlng on n
ligh stool and bent above a big ledger.

The dog, however, scented something
|'h|-i‘.

In the half darkness of the shop he
unil his little inistress came unexpect-
edly upon what Prince ¢considered his
urch-enemy. There rose up on the end
of the counter nearest the open office
door a big, black toment whose arched
lmek, s#wollen tall and yellow eyes
lilazed definnce,

“Ps-g-st—ye-ow 1"

The rising yowl breke the sllence of
the shop ke a trumpet call. The little
girl dropped her bag and seized the
dog's collar with both hands.

“Prince " she cried, “don't you speak
to that cat—don't you dure speak
to it 1"

“Hless me!" crosked n volee from
the ofMice.

The tomeat uttered a second “ps-s-st

ve-ow " and shot up a ladder to the
top shelf.

“IHess me!” repeated Joseph Stage,
tuking off his eyeglnsses and leaving
them In the ledger to mark hig place.
“What have you brought that dog In
here for?"

He came to the office door.

“I—I didn't have any place to leave
him,” wns the hesitating reply.

“Hum! Did your mother send you
for something?"”

“No-o, sir,” slghed the lttle visitor.

At that moment a maore daring ray '
of sunlight found its wuy through the
transom over the store door and Mt up
the dusky place, It fell upon the
slight, black-frocked figure and for an '
instant touched the pretty hesd ns
with an aureole. |

“Bless me, child!" exclalmed Mr. |
Stagg. “Who are you?™

The flowerllke face of the lttle girl
quivered, the blue eyes spllled big
drops over her checks. 8he approached
Mr. Btagg, stooping and squinting In
the office doorway, and placed a timld
linnd upon the broad band of biack '
crepé he wore on his coalsleeve, !

“You're not Haanah's Carlyn?
questioned the hardware dealer huskily,

“I'm Car'lyn May Cameron,” she
confessed. “You're my Uncle Joe. I'm
very giad to see you, Uncle Joe, and—
wnd 1 hope—you're glad to see me—
and Prince,” she finlshed ruther fal-
teringly. !

“Bless me!” murmured the man
again,

Nothing so startling an this had en- |
tered Bunrise Cove's chief “hardware
emporium™ for many and many a year,

Hanoah Stagg, the hardwure mer-
chant's only slster, had gone away |
from home quite ffteen years previ- |
ously. Mr. Btagg had pever seen Han- |
nah agaln; but this slight, blue-eyed,
sunny-halred girl was a replica of his
vister, and In some dusty corner of Mr. |
Stagg's heart there dwelt a very faith-
ful memory of Hannah.

Nothing had served to estrange the
brother gave thme and distance,

“Hunnah's Car'lyn,” muttered Mr.
Stugg agnln, “Bless me, child! bhow
iid you get here fromm New York "

“On the curs, uncle. You see, Mr,
Price thought I'd better tome. He snys
vou are my guardo—Iit's In pipua's
will and would have been ko o mnm-
wmn's will, If she'd wade one. Mr,
Price put me on the traln and the con-
duetor took ecare of me,

“Who is Mr, Price?’ the storekeeper
nsked.

“He's a Inwyer, He's written you
n loug lerter about I, It's In my bag
Didn't yon get the telegram he sente
von last evening, Unele Joe? A ‘night
letter," he ealled "

UNever got L' replled Mr, Slugg
shertly.

“Well, you see, when papn and mam-
mn had to go awny so suddenly they
loft me with the Prices. 1 go to school
with Edos Price and she glopt with me I

ot night 1o our flut—ufier the Dunri-
vien spdled,”

“Iut—what d4ld this lnwyer send |

ou up here for?™ asked Mr. Sings,

The question wns o poser und Caro- |
lyn Muy stnmmered: “I=I= Don't
punrdigns alwnys tnke thelr lttle girls |
Lomg and look out for them ¥’ 1
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“Hum=—1 don't know.,” The harl-
ware merchant mused grimly, *“1—1

whend curlously at the woman who Wis
wppronchilng.,

Ehe wons not a young wogpnn
1w, not what the ehild would eall young,
Cnrolyn Muy thought she wns very
nlew  looking—tall and robmst, e
hrown eyes finghed an lnquiring glanes
upon Carolyn May, but she did not
look at Mr. Btagg, nor did Mr., Stagg
look at her,

“Oh| who I8 that lady, Uncle Joe?”
nsled the lttle girl when they wers
out of earshot.

“Hum|” Her uncle's throat seemed
to need clearing. “That—that Is Man-
dy Parlow—Miss Amanda Parlow,”" he
corrected himself with dignity.

The flush dld not soon fade out of
his fuce as they went on In sllence,

It wns half a mile from Main street

-'Wnt

guess wo'd better go up to The Corners to The Corners, There wns tall time-
::-l“:v;*l \\‘|;tl Anntl.y I:“WI hlnn ln! ;m}; ber all about Sunrige Cove, which wns
a - ou understand, T couldn't', 1 hore of o deop Inlet |
reaily keep you if ahe sitys “No1*” milt along the shore of a deop
“Oh, Unele Jos, conldn't you't"

|vu:ting in from the great nke, whose
| hine waters spoarkled ns far o8 one

an, dressed in drab and with a sun
bonnet on her hend,
Aunty Rose's nppearsnce smote the
Hitie girl with n feeling of awe,
Thers wias no frown on her facej
It wns only calm, unrofMled, unemo.
tionnl,

could ruflle the placidity of Aunty
Rose Kennedy,

Bhe came of Quaker stock and the
meronity of body and splrit taught by

“Not he declured, wagging his hond |
decldedly, “And what she'll suy lo|
that dopg—"

“Oh!" Carolyn May erled agaln, and
put both arms suddenly ahout the noeck
of her canine frlend, “Prince s Just
the best dog, Unele Joe”

Mr. Stngg shook his head doubtfally,
Then Lhe went Into the office nnd shpt
the big Iedger into the safe, Aftor
locking the safe door, he slipped the
key into his  trousers pocket uwd
glaneed around the store,

“I'd like to know where that use-
less Gormley boy ls mow,” muttered
Mr. Btagg,

“Chet! IHey! you Chet 1"

To Carolyn May's nmazement and to
the utter mystification of Prince, n goe- |

tlon of the floor under thelr feet hegun saw that attached to the house was a |

to rige.

“Oh, merey me!" squealed the little
girl, and she hopped off the trapdoor;
but the dog uttered a quick, threaten-
Ing growl und put his muzzle to the
widening aperture.

“Hey! call off that dog!" begged a
muflled volee from under the trapdoor,
“He'll ent me up, Mr. Stagge."” |

“Lie down, I'rince!" commanded
Carolyn May hastlly. “It's only a boy.
You know you llke boys, Prince,” she
urged. -

“Come on up out o' that ecellar, Chet.,
I'm golng up to The Corners with my
little nlece—Hannah's Car'lyn, This
I& Chetwood Gormley, If he ever stopa !
growin' longitudinally mebbe he'll be
n man some day and not a glant, You
stay right here and tend store while
I'm gone, Chet.”

Carolyn May conld not help feeling
some surprise at the flnally revealed
proportions of Chetwood Gormley., He
wis lathllke and gawky, with very
prominent upper front teeth, which
gave n sort of bow-window appearance
to his wide mouth, Buot there was n
good-humored twinkle in the over-
grown boy's shallow eyes; and, If un-
couth, he was kind.

“T'm proud to kuow ye, Car'lyn” he
salldl. He stepped qulekly out of the
wny of Prince when the Intter started
for the front of the store.

Once out of the shop In the sunlit
mtreet, the litle girl breathed a sigh
of rellef. Mr. Btagg, peering down at
her sharply, asked :

“What's the matter 7

*l—I— Your shop Is awful dark,
Uncle Joe" she confeased, *“I can't
seem to look up in there”™

“‘Look up?" repeated the hard-
ware dealer, puzsled.

“Yes, slr, My pupa says never to get
In any place where you ean't look up
aud see something brighter sond bet-
ter ahead,” sald Carolyn May softly.
“He says that's what makes life worth
Hving.”

“Oh, he does, does he?" grunted Mr,
Stegg.

He noticed the heavy bag In her
hand and took It from her, Instantly |
her released fingers stole Into his free |
hand. Mr. Stugg looked down at the
little hand In his palm, somewhat

]

startled and not & lttle dismayed.
The maln street of Bunrise Cove on
this warm afterncon was not thronged
with shoppers. Not many people no-
ticed the tall, shambling, ronnd-shoul-
dered man in rusty black, with the pe-
tite figure of the child and the moo-

“Oh! Who 1 That Lady, Uncle Joe?

grel dog passlog that way, though o
few Idle shopliegpers looked after the
trio tn surprive, But when Me, Stogg
and  his compaidons turned inth the
plensantly whpded sireet (hat led out
of tawn towards ‘The Cornees—whrs
wny the Slagy homeslend—Caralyn
Muy notlegd her uncle become sl

Il laden

denly fustered. Bhe saw the Wlood
feud lnte his fuce and neck, und she

might see townrds the south nand west,

Unele Joe nssured Carolyn May when
ghe nsked him, that from the highest
Il In glght one could #ee only the
lnke and the forest—clothed hills and
villers,

“There's Tumber campsa all ahout.
Mebbe they'll Interest you, Lots of
bullting golng on all the thme, too"

He told her, ne they went along, of
the long tradns of ears and of the
sirings of bnrges golng out of the Cove,
with  timber nnd  sawetl
bonrds, millstuffs, ties and telegraph
poles,

They eame to the last house In the
row of dwellings on this street, on the
very edge of the town, Carolyn May

smaller bullding, fuoclog the rondway,
with 0 wide-open door, throngh which
she glimpsed benclies and sawed lumes
ber, while to hfr nostrils wias wafted
a most dellclous smell of shavings,

“Oh, there's a enrpenter shop!" ex-
claimed Corolyn May. “And Is that
the earpenter, Uncle Joe?"

A tall old man, lean-faced and close-
ly shaven, with a bhawk's-beak nose
stradidied by a huge palr of sllvers
bowed spectucles, cume out of the
shop at that moment, n Jaekknife In
his hinnd. He saw Mr. Stagg nand,
turning sharply on his heel, went Ine
doors ngnln,

“Who Is he, Uncle Joe? repeated
the Ittle girl, “And, If 1 asked him,
do you s'pose he'd glve me some of
those nlee, long, curly shavings?"

“Thnt's Jed Parlow—ant he wouldn't
give you mny shavings; cspecinlly
ulfter having seen you with me," sald
the hordware merchant hrusquely.

The pretty lady whose name wns
Parlow and the gqueerdlooking old enr-
penter, whose nume wos lHkewlse Pare
low, would nelther look at Uncle Joel
Fven such a little giel as Carolyn Mny
could see that her uncle and the Par-
lows were not friendly,

By and by they came In sight of The
Corners—a place where another road
crossed this one at right angles,

In one corner was a white church
with n square tower and green hlinds,
In another of the four corners was set
u blg store, with a covered porch all
ncross the front, on which were shels
tered certnln agricultural tools,

There was no sound of life at The
Corners save a rhythmle “clunk, clank,
clank” from the blacksmith shop on
the third corner.

On the fourth corner of the crose
roads mtood the Stugg bomestead—a
wide, low-roofed house of anclent ap-
pearnnce, yet in good repalr, Neat-
nesg was the keynote of all about the
place,

“Is this where you live, Uncle Joe 1"
nskeld Carolyn May breathlessly. “Oh,
awful big for me to live In|" -

Mr. Btagg had halted at the gate
and pow looked down upon Carolyn
May with perplexed brow. "“Well,
we've got to see uhout that first,” he
muttered. “There's Aunty Rose—"

A volce enlling, “Chuck! Chuck!
Chuck-a-chuck !” came from behind
the old house, A few white-feathered
fowls that had been In sight scurried
wildly away In answer to the wum-
mons,

Mr. Stagg, still looking at the little
girl, set down the bag and renched
for the dog's leash, The loop of the
latter he pussed around the gatepost,

“I tell you what it Is, Car'lyn Mnay.
You'd better meet Aunty Hose Hrst
alone, I've my fears about this mon-
ml'l'

“Oh, Uncle Joe!" gquivered his nlece.

“You go ahend snd get acqunlnted
with her,” urged Mr. Stagg, "“She
don't Mke dogs, They chuse her
chickens nnd run over her flower heds,
Aunty Rose is pecullar, T might say"

“Oh, Uncle Joe!" repeated the little |

girl fointly,

“You've got to make her ke you, If
you want to Hve here” the hurdyuare
dealer concluded firmly,

He gave Carolyn May a litle shove
ap the path and then stood back nond
mopped hls brow with his hondker-
uhief., Prince stralned st the lensh
and whined, wishing to follow hix little
sl ress.

Mr. Stagg sald: “¥You'd better keop
wlghty qulet, dog, If you want your
Home pddress to be The Corners, alng
Aol 1™

Curalyn May did not hear this, hut
disgppenred ufter the fowls around
the corner of the wide, vinodraped
poreh, The plensant back yard was
full of sunshine, On the grivel path
beyond the old well, with s long
wweop and  bueket, half o hundeed

hivkons, some guinens and o lock of

tirkeys seulied for graln which was |

wing ilown to theim from st opel
Jan.

Fhot pan wax held in the plump
aund of u very dignilied-dooking Woms
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*Child, Who Are You?" Asked Aunty |
Rose With S8ome Curlosity.

[the sect built & wall between her and
everybody else [

“Chlld, who are yon?" asked Aunty |
Rose with some curlosity, |
| The little girl told her name; but |
perhaps It wae ber black frock and
hat thut Wentified her in Aunty Rose's |
mind after all |

“You are Hanoah Stagg's little girl,”
she sald,
|  “Yes'm—It yov please,” Carolyn May
confessed falntly.

“And how came you here alonet”

“If you pleese, Uncle Joe sald I'd
| better prob’ly vome ahead and get ac
guainted with you first.”

“First T What Jo you mean, ‘first? ™
asked Aunty Rose sternly,

“Pirvt—before you saw Prince,” re-
sponded the perfectly frank little girk

{“Uncle Joe thought maybe you
wouldn't ¢are for dogs.” |
| “Dogs I"

“No, ma'sm. And of course where

I live Prinee has to live too. So—"

“S8o you brought your dogt"

- “Yen, ma'am."

“Of course,” suld Aunty Rose com-
posedly, “1 expected you to come here, |
'Il do not know what Joseph Stagg ex- |
(pected. But I did not suppose you
| would have n dog. Where l& Joseph
| Btagg?"

“Ho—he's coming.”

“With the dog?"

“Yea, won'am.”

Aunty Rose seemed to take some
time to digest this; but she made no
further comment in regard to the mut-
ter, only saying:

“Let us go Into the house, Car'lyn
May. You must take off your hat
and bathe your face and hands™

Carolyn May Cameron followed the
sately figure of Aunty Rose Kennedy
luto the blue-and-white kitchen of the
old house, with something of the feel-
ing of & culprit on the way to the
block.

]

Buch n blg Mtchen as it was] The
Nttle girl thought it must be almost
as blg ar thelr whole apartment In
| Harlem “put togother”

The Mttle girl took off her plain
black hat, shook back her hair and

{ what a beautiful big place! It seeins patted it smooth with her hands, then

plunged her hands and face Into the
basin of cool water Aunty Rose had
drawn for her at the slnk. The dust
wias all washed away and a fresh glow
came into her flowerlike face, Aunty
Hose watched her silently.

fwmaculate was this kitchen!

Carolyn May, a# she dried her face
and hands, heard & familiar whine at
the door. It waws Prince, Bhe won-
dered If ghe had at all broken the lee
for him with Aunty Rose.

“Oh," the little girl mused, *1 won-
fer what she will say to a mongoreL"”

" (To be continued) .

'KILLED BY GERMAN HELMET

American 8oldler Hunting Sou-
venir Picked Up Charged

‘ Headpiece.

Bhamokin, Pa~Writing from a dog-
out Jn No Man's Land, ¥Franee, Leo
| Comer, o corporal In the Twenty-third
United States Infuntry, forwarded to
his gister-hore, Migs Cocella Comer, n
buneh of strange flowers he had gath-
ered while on patrol duty.

Comer  had  promissd & younger
brother a German iteel helmet ns o
war relle, but in wrlting Informed the
hrother that ha was doomed to dis-
nppolptment uptll the Amerleans reach
Boerlin,  He had seen a fellow soldier
plek up a steel helmet and then fall
| dend,

The helmet had been electricnlly
charged by the Germans,

Neo Quid Pro Quo,
I owp wonder why thal womnn wanta to
disptite her husband's will."
vBure enough.  He never disputed
her won't,"
The Drawback.
Q18 wife made a man of him,
He=—=Yer, but anybody that looks st
Wi can tell It i tlwmu-mudv Job,

iIn the

It simply. scemed as though  Georse
nothing, elther materinl or spiritual, | ¥ised an apparatus which sminkos pos-

THELEPHONE CALL CAN BE
HEAKD A MILE

C. M. Allen,, Telephone Engineor

offles of - Distrlet  Forester

i, Cocll, Portlund, has de.

slble the calllng to the telephune of
persons who may be conslderabic
distance nway ffom the instrument.

The equipment consists of an or-
dinary Klaxon horn operated by a
combination of gpecinl relays adjus-
Led wo that a direct current is neces-
wnry to produce the loud-sounding
alarm,
rolays s furnished by a speclal mag-
noto which dolivers elther direct or
allernating current thus making It
possible to use the ordinary ringing

The energy Lo operate thel

line. This ecofl and interrupter also
ninkes it pownsible to send signals over
a line which s In boad condition, das
1oy fire or windfalls, While tsating
i1 apparatus, Mr, Allen suceossfully
ponl wignnln noross a hundrod-foot
gap In the wire,

This specinl telophone equipmont
wus devised for use primarily In the
fire prowective work of the KForest
Bervied, Fire guards ‘provided with
lond-sounding signalling sets may be
engaged In trall or bridge work at
pome distance from their camp and
wtill be within telophone call in eass
of fire or other eswergency requiring
 thelr attention,

Forest offlecers have felt the nebd
(for an efflclent slgnalling instra-
:muul of this sort, One supervisor

slgnnl or the loud sounding alarm ot sent I a reguest for a eannon to be
will. Six cells of dry batteries are placed on a mountain top and fired
connectod to the horn. “ 1o call men when necessity arose. The

The horn s mounted with a reg- I e of 4 bomb to be connectod with a
wiar telephons transmitter and re- | telophone line go It could be fired at

ceiver In n wooden cure which ||ru-:

will by fleld men also has been sug-

teca the outfit when not tn use, Thus | gested.
It muy be packed on heracback over| The loudsscupding Klaxon signal-
the forest tralls without damnge. A ' Hng set as devised by Mr. Allen will
tdoor In the front of the case gives supply the need for a powerful sig-
wecuss Lo the telephone Instrument, nalllog Insteament and miake o valas
The batterles which operate the |
wlen furnleh the for'
talking and make 1t possible by the
use of a specinl indoction coll and In- | yio,
terrupler to eall distant stations that, mie Natlonnl Forest to try out this
are equipped with the standard For-! instrument the signal was heard a

ost Bervice howler anywhere on l!mldtutam:» of two miles,

able addition to the fire-prevention

enerey pguipment usad by the Forest Ser-

In a taet made on the Buoqual-

=
=

If you just want your car patched up, why most
any tinker can satisfy you.

If you want it REPAIRED, remade, built up to
full auto efficiency, bring it to us.

We Don’t Have To Do Our Work Twice
—It Sticks

When we give your car the once over and turn it
| out for service, you can bet your life it's “FIT' —in
' ghape to give you satisfactory service,

The longer our work sticks, the bigger adveatise-

ment it 18 for us® That's one reason we take pains,

And then, we like to do the square thing.

—
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We Solieit Your Patronage

Roy C. Moullen, Mgr.,
Repair Department Lampshire’s Garage

by
R IR

T Brunswick. Phonograph

at The
WELCOME PHARMACY

Come in and see them and hear
their beautiful violin like tone

They play any Disc Record made
The price is within the reach of all

On display and being demonstrated at the

WELCOME PHARMACY

Our Specialty Plumbing, Sheet Metal Work, Repairing
Call and ses ox, of

PUMPS, WINDMILLS, GAS ENGINES, PAINTS, OILS
GUNS, AMMUNITION, CUTTLERY, ETC

Commission Orders on
MACHINERY, IMPLEMENTS, STOVES

or anything in the Hardware line

THE NEW DE LAVAL

A Bigger and Better Crcam
Separator For The Same Money

WORLD’S STANDARD

Efficiency, DurabMity, Simplicity
We are Agerts

THEH BURNS HARDWARE COMPANY

Temporary quutefs in warebcuse at rear of old stand—Phone

-



